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sand-grouse shooting and gazelle hunting were for me both cheap
and possessed attractions, I had never even fired a gun at home
and though a marksman with a rifle neither understood the
technique nor was enamoured of the double-barrelled lethal
weapon which had been presented to me by a kindly aunt.
Very soon I recognized that I could not for the life of me hit a
bird on the wing and among men brought up to the gun I
experienced a sense of growing shame at my failure. So that in
the evenings, I would stalk forth among the mimosa trees into
which the pigeons came to roost, and, standing below a tree,
would loose ofFboth barrels among the branches, sometimes bring-
ing down as many as half a dozen birds with the double pull,
and would bring back the results of the massacre with some pride
for the mess pot.

But there was an exhilarating romance about a sand-grouse
shoot. A start in the darkness, the journey by steam-launch up
the placid waters of the Nile, to one of the great sand-banks to
which in the early morning the birds came down to drink. The
sight of the ink-blue sky growing slowly paler and the lantern*
like stars going otit one by one, then the very suddenness of
dawn, pale Icinnu, orange, flaming crimson, and a new day was
upon us, the chill of night turning into the warm glow of the
desert, and the launch drew up and we clambered out with our
ammunition bags arid guns to take up posts, separated from each
other by some three hundred yards, squatting in readiness for
the arrival of the birds, on the sand-bank.

Then on the horizon, whirling this way and that, we would
descry a brown smear in the sky, in diamond formation, descend-
ing always towards the bank. They would fly out of range up and
down two or three times while we cowered into the sand, and woe-
betide him who loosed off his gun too soon, as happened more than
once and thus destroyed a clay's shooting ; but realizing my lack
of skill, unselfishly as it appeared, I always chose the last station
which, on the more favoured bank of the Soba Shoot, was round
the corner, out of sight.

No one; observed me when I pooped into the brown and brought
down a hail of birds, leaving a pale blue hole in the centre of the
brown, while hosts of little boys scampered and swam in the
water rescuing the wounded and the dying and picking up those
dispossessed of heads and wings. I was a great shot on one
particular day, though I saw to it that the dismembered birds
were carried off as loot by my young attendants,